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are harassed with demands, and repositories
within a hundred miles of London are crammed
from cellar to roof.

In one of last month's newspapers, I remember
reading that 2,000 tons of bombs had been
dropped on London by September i4th. . . .
How much more has the capital sustained in
another four weeks, I wonder? At dawn on
October 13th, London recorded its two hundredth
raid, yet shops and offices no longer close when
the siren sounds, leaving queues to form and
business to accumulate. It is less difficult now
to get enough exercise and fresh air than it
was when everyone was urged to take cover
during a raid, and the Bright Young Things of
London had not begun their nightly game of
"Playing No Man's Land" by dodging home
under sheltering walls between the descending
bombs.

Recollections come back to me of early
morning walks taken after the "All Clear" had
ended one more nightly onslaught; of waking
up, fully dressed, from a comfortless doze in the
basement to stroll through the chill dawn loveli-
ness of Regent's Park while incendiary bombs
still smouldered on adjacent roofs. I walked
there in the early morning of Sunday, September
15th, when the newspapers reported that the
Nazi forces were ready massed for invasion, and
in London we welcomed the sudden rising of a